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Haven: — GD An En Gnas: YT 
An Excellent Ballad of the Mercers Son of Midburft 


| and the Clockiers Daughter of Gwildford. 
| To the Tune of, Dainty come rho to me. 


P 5 Pers was a Wealthy man, anſwered the Percers ſon: What la :s my bearts delight, 
in Sufſexs he did dwell; Jbear no lofty mind, i this a barg-in plain, 
A Percer by hts pet pitty cannot mode This is a bargain plain, 
Ws many pete en: (Py mind to fancy him. Ge) Jam content: 
De bad a youthful Son, re my, &. perkoꝛm this thing, 
" whom fancy didſo move: Where my heart cannot lobe, * my conſent? 


cryod night and da? 


Amaſt his tobe deny: And J will meity be, 
Aleck I dye fon love. 


Aithough J laugh and ſmile my mind ſhall not remove : 
pet faiſhood J defie: \ Than ſhalt be my (weet-beart 


Thou art too fond a man, lle be thine own true love. 
life danger thus to pzove: J*lebe thine own true Kode, 
Ile not wed good friend John, then make no mozedelap : 
8 $7 where my, &c, - I greatly long to fee 
that div mon cruel pzove, What good can there befal our Marriage h ppꝝ dap: 


. Thus cry'd he night and day, to this new married wie: To Midhurſt in all haſte 

'  alack; dec. Where goods + wealth is ſmall goeth the Percers Son; 

- | lack I dye fo; lobs, want cauſeth deadly ſtrife; Ye told his father dar 
foztune * ſoze — frown; But whorgis wealth at will, his true love he had won. 


experience oft doth ode, The old man hearing this, 
Though Lobe at firſt is ſmall, conveyed ont of hand: 
pet goods increaſcth love, AfMſurance to his Don 


Pet goods increaſeth love, of all his houſe and Land : 


and J will never wed ; When bs had done this deed, 
' But where the key of gold ark ray 
| tack Jdpe fo2 love, opens the doo; to bed t Saying, mp deareſt Don 
merry de, thou muſt be good tome: 


and can no comfozt find: Fx the 


map | 
| What chanceſoeverhap; ell wozth two hundzed pound 
| Uhery bags bags of money comes ' this morning wee 3 byale'r 
ing within ber lp. But the * 
Tumbling within ber lap, now nothing is myown. 
wilt the her gold doth tell: And all this have J 2vne; 
— 


fait Venus 
e pitty me, 


DOSES: 

. ure till doth flo. er 
ili doth low pot dengeance, grief, and wo 
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turn till 
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